The Goddess and the Demon

Chapter 2:

Lelouch slowly walked into his private room aboard the Ikaruga. The United Federation of Nations ceremony was a disaster. The ratification for the U.F.N. charter went as planned, as did the first resolution. The Black Knights, under Zero, were being ordered towards Japan to liberate it. Everything the brilliant strategist envisioned had come true... until his father, Emperor Charles Di Britannia, hacked the entire information network, taking over the broadcast and issuing a stern challenge to his son, with the fate of the entire planet at stake.

Lelouch felt sick. He had to move immediately to rescue Nunnally. Now that his father was back from the World of C, and knew that Zero was indeed still the fallen prince himself, he was sure to use Nunnally as a hostage to crush him. He had to move, and he had to move yesterday. What could he do? The wheels inside his head were turning, desperately trying to find a solution. Every option he thought of he dismissed just as quickly, nothing seemed plausible.

Removing his mask and bringing a hand to his forehead, lost deep in thought, he hadn't heard the timid voice of the new C.C. calling out to him. She was trying to offer him the last of the special pizza he had brought her before leaving for the ceremony. Surely he must be hungry, he hadn't eaten all day. When her words finally interrupted his thinking he lashed out at her, smacking the plate in her hands with such force that it shattered. She fell backwards onto the floor, glass shards raining onto her, her arms up in defense of his next strike.

Lelouch didn't mean to hurt her, and when he saw the cut on one of her fingers, he felt terrible. Even if she wasn't the same woman he cared for, he still owed a lot to that woman, and he insisted on taking care of this new C.C. as best he could. He looked down at her, and in a soft voice said, "Hey..."

C.C. recoiled from him, apologizing profusely, and holding her arms up to ward off any more blows. "Ah, forgive me! I'll clean everything up right way!"

Lelouch walked towards her, dropping his hard mask to the floor. "It's not that!" He knelt down next to her, gently picking up the bleeding hand. "You're bleeding..." The worried look on his face didn't go unnoticed.

The girl looked down at her hand in both of his. "Ah, this is nothing. This is nothing compared to what I usually get." She looked so fragile, so timid. Lelouch was disgusted with himself.

"What you usually..." Remembering the recent events, where C.C. had pulled him into her memories to protect him from his father, while they were in the World of C. Lelouch looked down at her hand, his chest felt crushed. How could he do such a thing to such a sweet girl? The thoughts of Euphie came back into his mind as he recalled his conversation with Cornelia just a couple hours prior. Now he felt even worse.

C.C. continued to carry on, a warm smile on her face as she noticed his heartbreaking expression. "But it helps when it's cold. It burns... so when it's cold, it's harder to move my limbs, so my work is... So I'm ok." She tried her best to tell him that it was alright, that she understood. Her gentle, caring master didn't need to concern himself over a silly emotional outburst. It was just a small cut, and the clean-up wouldn't be difficult. She just wanted to see his smile again. She continued, "Being hurt on the outside is better than being hurt on the inside..." He slowly ran his gloved hand on top of hers, he was trembling. "Ah, Master, are you cold?"

He tilted his head down to cover his eyes with his hair. He couldn't believe himself. He'd cost himself everything. This innocent girl in front of him was all he had left of his old confidant, and now here he was hurting her too. "Ah, that may be," he managed to say in an attempt to write off his trembling. She reached up and placed her other hand on top of his. He finally looked up at her, his sad eyes warming her to the core, even with the brilliant sigil of Geass blazing in the left one. "What do you do when you're hurt on the inside?" he asked softly.

She perked up immediately at his question, "I... uh..." She turned her head away, her momentary excitement vanishing. "Friends..." Lelouch looked at her with surprise. "If I only had 'friends'... Unlike parents and siblings, I could keep making new ones afterwords. But, I didn't have such an ally by my side..." She glanced around the room uncomfortably.

"Ally?" Lelouch looked at her questioningly.

C.C. was still lightly stroking the back of his hand, "Yes, that's what I heard it was called. Am I wrong?" She looked up into his pained eyes again, her golden ones filled with hope. Hope that she was helping the master that had shown her nothing but compassion since she found herself in his care.

His eyes narrowed slightly, contemplating what she had said. "No, you're right. That's what a friend is." She smiled up at him, and he returned it, though his smile wasn't as warm as hers was. "Let's take care of this cut, and then I'll clean up this mess." He stood up and started to head for the private restroom and the first aid kit inside.

She sat up suddenly, "Oh no, Master, I'll clean it up. You don't need to trouble yourself with that!" She began to pick up the larger pieces of glass and collected them on the largest piece. Lelouch sighed as he returned with the first aid kit.

"Come here, at least let me take care of that cut first." She slowly crawled over to the bench he had sat down on, carefully making sure she didn't cut herself on any more glass. She was now certain that her master wouldn't be pleased if she had gotten hurt worse. She timidly held out her hand to him. He peeled off his gloves and gently took her hand in his, cleaning the wound out and wrapping a bandage around it tightly. "There you go. Now be careful." She nodded at him, smiling happily as she cleaned up all the large pieces of the plate. Anything that could be picked up easily. Lelouch cleaned up the pizza and pulled a vacuum from their closet. She insisted he let her finish.

"C.C., I'm heading out now. Be careful around the floor until you're sure you got all the glass. I'm not sure when I'll be back, but I'll have Sugiyama make another of those pizzas for you every mealtime, and have Jeremiah bring them to you, so don't leave the room, alright?" He pulled his half-mask back up over his nose and picked up his Zero helmet, the metallic plates locking it in place on his head.

"Yes, Master!" she exclaimed happily. She smilied timidly before adding, "Have a safe trip." He looked at her through the opaque oval of his mask. He nodded once and stepped through the door to the hallway. He needed to be sure everything was in order. He needed a quiet place to call Suzaku and beg his friend to protect Nunnally. It was a long-shot, he knew, but it was the only chance he had. He knew Suzaku cared for his sister, and knew she would be safe with him.
